SCHOLASTIC

me approach their house. They made me leave them
at the corner of a road of small houses near Penge
Station. And quite abruptly, without any intimation,
they vanished and came to the meeting place no more,
they vanished as a moth goes out of a window into the
night, and left me possessed of an intolerable want...

The affair pervaded my existence for many weeks.
I could not do my work and I could not rest at home.
Night after night I promenaded up and down that
Monkeys' Parade full of an unappeasable desire, with
a thwarted sense of something just begun that ought
to have gone on. I went backwards and forwards on
the way to the vanishing place, and at last explored
the forbidden road that had swallowed them up. But
I never saw her again, except that later she came to
me, my symbol of womanhood, in dreams. How my
blood was stirred ! I lay awake of nights whispering in
the darkness for her. I prayed for her.

Indeed that girl, who probably forgot the last
vestiges of me when her first real kiss came to her,
ruled and haunted me, gave a Queen to my imagin-
ation and a texture to all my desires until I became a
man.

I generalised her at last. I suddenly discovered
that poetry was about her and that she was the key to
all that had hitherto seemed nonsense about love. I
took to reading novels, and if the heroine could not
possibly be like her, dusky and warm and starlike, I
put the book aside. . . .

I hesitate and add here one other confession. I
want to tell this thing because it seems to me we are
altogether too restrained and secretive about such
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